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Nor April violets paint the grove,                           5

If I forsake my Ceha's love.

The fish shall in the ocean burn,

And fountains sweet shall bitter turn;

The humble oak no flood shall know.,

When floods shall highest hills o'erfiow;                 10

Black Lethe shall oblivion leave,

If e'er my Celia I deceive.

Love shall his bow and shaft lay by,

And Venus' doves want wings to fly;

The sun refuse to show his light,                           15

And day shall then be turn'd to night,

And in that night no star appear,

If once I leave my Celia dear.

Love shall no more inhabit earth,

Nor lovers more shall love for worth,                    20

Nor joy above in heaven dwell,

Nor pain torment poor souls in hell;

Grim death no more shall horrid prove,

If e'er I leave bright Celia's love.

THE TOOTHACHE CURED BY A KISS

FATE 's now grown merciful to men,

Turning disease to bliss;
For had not kind rheum vex'd me then,

I might not Celia kiss.
Physicians, you are now my scorn,                      5

For I have found a way
To cure diseases, when forlorn

By your dull art, which may
Patch up a body for a time,

But can restore to health                               ic

No more than chemists can sublime

True gold, the Indies' wealth.
That angel sure, that us'd to move

The pool men so admir'd,
Hath to her lip, the seat of love,                        15

As to his heaven, retir'd.